The Lady Tſabella's Tragedy; 
OR 


The S tep-Mothers Cruelty. 3 | 


Being a Relationof a moſt Lamentable and Cruel Murder, committed on 
the Body of the Lady Jcabella, the only Daughter of a Noble Duke. occaſioned 
by the means of a Step-Mether and the Maſter-Cook, who were both adjudged 
to ſuffer a Cruel death, for committing the ſaid Horrid Aft. 

To the Tune of, The Ladies Fall. 


inneren 


T dere Was à Lozdot wozthy fame 


. and a Yunting be would ride 
Attended by a neble Train, | 
of Gentry by bis ide. 


And doßllſt be did in ctaſe remain, 

to ſee both kpozt and play, 

His Lay went as ſþe did feign, 
unto the Church to pꝛap. 

This Loꝛd he bada Ddeugbter fair 
whole beauty ſhin'e fo dight: 
She was bel0\'d bot b fer and near 
of me ny a Lozd and Knight. 


Fair Iſabella was (be call*d, 
A Creature fair was ſhe, 
She was ber fathers only J,. 

88 peu Fall after ſee, 


A \.| 
F. 23 


But pet ber Cruel fiep-WPother, 
did enbp herſo much, 
Thit dap by day we ſought her life 


ber Walice it was ſuch. | 
She bergein'd wird the Patter-Cook + 


to take ber liſe af, ; 
And raking of b:: D2vgbters Vook, . 
de thus ts ber did lar. 


| Go bome ſweet Daughter, J thee rar 


go baſten preſently. 

And tel ent the PaRer-Ccok 

| theſe wozds that Jill tyee- 

And bid him dzels to Dinner Rraight, 
that fair andyi!k white Doe. 

That in the Park doth ing ſo beight, 


I theres none ſo fair 10@0wp- 
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| theſe wozds that Jill tyee- 

And bid him dzels to Dinner Rraight, 
that fair andyi!k white Doe. 

That in the Park doth ing ſo beight, 


I theres none ſo fair 10@0wp- 


'T io Lady fearing of no bar m, 

i” obepd ber Pothers will, 

And p;eſertiy ſbe hafied; bone, 
ber mind foz to fulfill. 


be freight into the Ritchtua went, 
ber mefſage foz to tell; 

And there the Hater Cook ſbe ſpy'd, 
who did with Palfce fwell. 


Pou Palter-Cook it mult be (o, 
do that wbich I tbee tell, 

Nou needs muſt dzefs the milz white doe, 

'- bbich peu da know full well. 


Then Ritreight bis cruel bloody bands, 
de en the Lady laid, 

UUho quivering and ſhaking ſtands, 
whilſt thus to her be taid. 


Thou art tbe De that J.mulſt dzeſs ; 
ſee here be hold mp Knife 
Fo! it is peinted p2eſently, 
ro id thee of thy lite. 
O then cry'd out the Scullen boy 
Ads loud as loud mig!t be; 
D ſabe her Life god Meſter-Cok, 
and make your Pies of me, 
Foz pity ſake do not defirop, 
my Ladp with your Knife, 
Dou knot tÞe is her fathers io. 


. fozCorifi*a obe ſe ve bur n. 
J win not ſabe life he Caid, 
no make my Pies of thee, 
But if thoy doſt this dfed bewzap, 
the Butcher J will be, 


ut when this Lord be did come home 
| foz to ſit down and eat, 
Pe called foz bis Daughter dear, 


to come and carbe bis meat. 


Now fit pon down his Lady ſaid, 
O fit pou down to meat, 
Into ſome Nunnery ſhe is gone, 
' your Daughter dear fozget. 


Thenfolemnlp he made a vow, 
befoze the company, 

That be would neitber eat noz dzink, 
untill be did ber ſee, 


O then beſpake the Hcullen- bop, 
with a Loud boice fo bigb, 

If that pou will peur Daughter ſee, 
my Loꝛd cut up that Pre. 


UUherein ber fie is minced tmall 
and parched-with the fire: 


All cauſed bp ber Step-Pother, 


who did her death deſire. 


| And curſed be the Paſter-Cook, 


—D curſed may be be, 
J pꝛoffe red bim my own hearts blood, 


ſrom death to Tet her free. 


| Then an inblack this L od did maurns 


and foꝛ bis Daugbters ſake, 

he judged (oz her Step- mother, 
to be burnt at a Stake. 

Likewiſe he judg'd the Halter - Ccok, 
in bopling Lead to and; 

And made the Umple Scullen Boy, 
the Gefr to all his Land. 
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